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Ri aT HoNOURABLE 
Sir RopgexT WALPOLE, 


Knicnr of the Moſt Noble 
Order of the Garter. 


Don't doubt but it will 
be reckon'd a great 


* picce of Arrogance in 
me, to offer up theſe following 
Sa - Sheets 


Tbe DEDICATION. 


2 to. One of fo exalted. a i 
Dignity ; but the early Ambition, 1 


which I have always had to pre- 
ſent: myſelf before your Honour, 
who was ſo great an Admirer of 
hs” late Majeſty ; ſuch 2 Well- 
wifher - to\all his“ Undertakings, | 
as always to be labouring at 
ſome great Deſign, which might 
tend to his Majeſty's Glory, and 
the,Publick Welfare: And beſides; 
as. his. is the general Concern of 
the ., whole. Nation, I can't help | 
fnpring myſelf, That You, who 
Ever 


N ” 
Lo S ws $1 * 


Te DEDICATION. 
ever was, and ſtill continues to 


| be the Grand Support and Pillar 
of the Nation, would favourably 


look down upon your humble Pe- 
titioner, who begs only by this 
Addreſs, with the loweſt Submi- 
ſſſion, to declare himſelf 


t 
3 "Ro £9 = 
Your Moft Obliged, 

And Moft Devoted 


Humble Servant, 


Geo. Woodward. 
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Is done! the glorious Lamp of 
| Britam's fled 


With awful Majeſty to fill the Throne, 
Hereditary Right! O fatal Thought ! 


Diſaſtrous Twilight oer the widow'd Land 
B Sheds 


| 


A POEM « 


Sheds her ſcletted Influence, Storm and War, | 
And al the fa th, chr col wi 
On di-united States and Thrones unſettled: 


War, horrid War, in all its ghaſtly Shapes 


Thrextens terrific: Deſolatign wide, 
And Horror, grim Concomitants of Mars 1 
Stalks wildly on: Whom now ſhall England find 


To quell the ſtern Invaders of her Right, 


And antient Laws of Liberty preſerve ? 


Who now ſhall ſtand in Oppoſition firm, 
And breaſt the Rebel Tide of 1 Pow'r ? 


Lo! how the mournful Land in Sables clad 
Attends the Pomp with many a dol'rous Groan, 


And 


PA 


47 OEM &c. 3 
And rueful Sigh, heard thro the afflicted Band 


Of ſwarming Populace: Oh! who eig bear, 5 
Regaedleks of our Loſs, the doleful Strains 


of Trumpets hoarſly ſounding? who could view 


With ſtedfaſt Eyes the Royal Corpſe intomb'd 2 
Sure Prey of Worms! Ok how unlike the ſame ! 
The fame, who oft return'd with Tropkies rich, 
And coſtly Spoils, by Force and Valour perilous, 
From Corple of vanquiſk'd Enemies arreſted, 


Doom d to che Realms of Night by Hand 


Victorious: 


But now his Head of Regal. Splendor void, 
Earth d low and fad is mingl'd with the Dead. 


And ſhall Great G EORGE corrupt in Womb. 
Terreſtrial, 


B 2 | With- | 
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4 - 4.P OE AM, \& 
Without one faithful Muſe to mourn him gone, 


Him Albion's Pride, and Terror of the Word? 


Since no one yet has deign'd to raiſe his Voice 
In one poor, tributary Song of Woe, 

As if, quite filenc'd with the fatal News 

Of Albion's King in Evil Hour fallen ; 

The Muſe, who long has Silence kept, at length 


Heart-ſtruck with deep Deſpair and fad Diſmay, L 


Now riſing boldly in Britamias Cauſe, 
Attempts to ſing her Country's hapleſs Loſs, 
In Numbers unexperienc d; may the Verſe 
Sink not beneath the Great, tho mournful, Theme, 
Whilſt you, O W ALPoLE, lend an Ear attentive 


To this my Dirge ; fit Theme of nobler Mule. 


As 


Fla 


As when the God of Day, Effulgence bright 
Of pure Ztherial Form, firſt iſſues forth, 
And in the Forehead of the riſing Morn 


Flames radiant; all things ſnew their Joys a- 
bundant: * 1.5.8 
The waving Fields bend low their bearded Heads, 


IIn ſign of Worſhip due, the happy Birds 


On ev'ry bloomy Spray, their Joys atteſt, 
And woodland Hymns ſalute the riſing Day: 


chance ſome envious Cloud, high over-ſha- 
dowing 
ncumbent on the murky Air rides lowry; 


or waving Fields bend low their bearded Heads: 


ſign of Worſhip due, nor happy Birds 
| On 


6 44 PO EAN, K&e. 
On ev ry bloomy Spray their Joys atteſt, 5 
Not woodland Hymets falute the tiſing Pay- | 
But drooping Cheer inſtead, and thickeſt Gloom I , 
Sit brooding on the. Ground, anjoyous; J 
The cheerleſ Corn gins wither, ſick ning Flow rs Iv 

O 

A 


Of palid Hue, deſpoil d of Summer's Pride, 
Lament in pearly Dews ; al Nature droops, * 
Devoid of Heat and the bright ſunny Ray. 


So when thy ſacred Influence, O GEORGE, 
Firſt on the Britiſh Land appear d, the Land 


Gave Signs of Gratulation, the Report Sy 
Ofdeep-· mouth d Cannons, with the ſolemt Sound In- 
Of Trumpet; waſted off to diſtant Shores Ar 


_ obſequious, kaikd Thee Engl? sKing | 
The 


A POEM, & 9 

The ſwarming Populace with joint Acclaim, * 

I And Pleaſure infinite, unſpeakable. 

Receip d Thee; others fix d in ardent C 

Hung pendent from the Windows (Loyal Sight v 

iS What Heatr chen beat not with a ſudden Blow + - 

| of Joy, when you propitioully lock d down, 

And fecrer Thoughts of Liberty inſpird ?: 

But when Death, envious to all happy States 

E, Depriv'd us of Thee, how did Eng/avd mayen © 

Her fatal, unexpected Loſs! che News 
Swift chro the joyleſs Land on Wings of Winds 

nd Incumbent, like the forky Lightning, flv, | 

And ſtruck all loyal: Hearts with dread Diſmay. 

ng Ob! Who can ll the Tear thay Britain ſhed, 

: Sad, 


$$ PO EM. &e. 
Sad, Inconlolable > What loud laments ö 
Oft doſt thou hear; Oh Thauer! when rowling by 

| The bann d Huryfs, proudly thou ſürvreyſt 
Tlbe ring Domes, that o'er thy Silver Waves 
Hing imminent : What wretched,” hollow Plaints 


„ HE = 8 
Does WALPOLE pour a down thy rueful Stream ! 


Long ſince in GEORGE's Councils hi gh approv'd, 
Important things with prudent Forecaſt weightn 2 
Impartial, ſtudious for the Publick Good, 


The Nation's Wonder and the oer 8 Pride x : 


In frantick Bitterneſs of Soul he roves 
Faſt by the gloomy Flood, tha Fwinging low 


The cavern d Rocks amon 9, in hollow Roars 
8 Re- 


Thrice glorious Name! the greateſt, nobleſt Good! p 


6 


Returns his Wailings loud; there oft he roams 
vorrowing for Thee, Great GEORGE, of 


mighty Worth 3 
When yet the early Day-ſpring from above 
Firſt viſits this our Earth, he gins his Moan, 


Nor haply ends it, when the weary Sun 


8 Heſperean ſets in Ocean Ifles far off: 

5 Not all the pleaſing Conference of friends 
% Nor ev'n the Pompous Honours of a Stats 
* Can aught avail his fore, dejected Mind, 


To heal the bleeding Wound, or calm the Soul 
Diſtracted with Deſpair : He darkling ſighs 

Full many a tedious Night, (who oft is wont 
To ply far other Task, when lonely, void " 4 


C 
de- 8 | 


10 A PO E M. &. 
Of ſweet Repoſe, he ſpends the live-long Night 
Bent on ſome future Good, if chance he can 
Benefat his King and Country ; ) but now 
His much-lov'd Maſter's ſad Idea ſtrikes 

Ill Acroſs his Fancy, then he ſtill prolongs | 

His Grief, Indulgent, weeping Life away. 


Ceaſe, Honour'd Stateſman, this long Scene 


of Woe, 

And ſtop thoſe fruitleſs Sluices of Your Eyes, 
That erſt have wept their Fill; with me rejoice, a 
Poor, humble Poet! that with Gladneſs ſees A 
Great GEORGE's Virtues break forth in his : 
Son. c 


And 


br 


ne 


nd 


A POEM &. 11 
And You, Ye ſable· veſted Land, to You 
I call, chat with dejected Looks, and fad 


Go ſorrowin g all che Days) ; Throw off that 


Shrowd 
Of moaping Melancholy, * Diſmay; 
If deepeſt Grief, and ever- tearful Eyes 
Could fetch the poor departed Prince again, 


Reſtorative of Lite, he had return d 


Long ſince, and gladly cheard the ig; 
Land. g 
Vain Hopes ! no more ſhall he re · viſit us, 
Sad, hapleſs Sons of Woe, but ſoaring high 
Soul Incorporeal „above the Tracts 
Of Human Underſtanding, (where the Fi 
Cz | ꝓ 


A POE M, &c. 
Of com prehenſive Newton never pierc'd, 
Tho' almoſt paſſing Mortal;) he's receiv'd 


Of Bliſs cæleſtial, infinite, ineffable; 


| 
| 
Wich Joy congratulatory, to the Bow rs 
i | 
1 
| There with th harmonious Choir of Angel- 


Fo 
0 forms 
| OJ 
And Sanctities of Heaven, he ſhall ſtrike * 


I ) be golden Harps ſeraphick, ever-tuneable, | 
rue Throne of God encircling Day and Night, 
(1f Night there be in Heaven's Palaces) 


Where from the Sight of Him, the great Three- 
One, 1 
| Who was, and is, and ſhall be without End, 


| Beatitude paſt utr'rance he enjoys. 


But 


4 O E A Ge. 13 


Bur tho he's trod the dreaty Coaſts of Death, 
ix' d with the gloomy Terrors of the Night; ; 


ot all our Hopes are wrap d in endleſs Woe: 
l. 


For Lo! I ſee the radiant Dawn appear 

Of England s Glory, riſing in the height 

Pf Majeſty Divine, and now I view 

| ull-orb d the glorious Sun, whoſe ſacred Lamp 
| uſpicious lights Old England to the Walks 
Pf Virtue Honour, Equity and Juſtice: 
6 Tis You, Dread Sir, I view; of this our Land 
Both King and rightful Governour, whoſe Rays 
New-animating rouſe the drooping Hearts 
Of th' Engle Nation 5 who have long deplor d 


C | 
The 
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The late departed Prince; but now we ſee 


The Halcyon Days approaching, Peace and 
Plenty 


| Propitioully flow it in, ſweet, white-Rob d Peace, 
Sure Harbinger of Plenty : The dire Clank 


| | of Arms and Inſtruments of Death no more 

Reſound upon the Plain; ; the Cannons loud, of 
That erſt were wont to thunder on the Deep * 
With ceaſeleſs Roar, all now in silence reſt Tl 
Both Sea and Land are ſtill, of thy Beheſts 9 
Duly obſervant; Peace with Olives crown'd A 
Dep in the ſilent Grove ſus calmly bleſs d. q 

: 


Hail, 


| 4 PO E M, &c. Ts 


* Hail, mighty Monarch! Hail, Auſpicious 
Prince 


Lo! we receive Thee with our joint Acclaim, 


1 And Gratulations due, th Harmonious Sym- 
phony 
Of Trumpets, Clarions, and melodious Harps, 
Solace of pining Grief! aloud proclaim 
Thy glorious Name thro all the joyous Land; 
| The flying Gales receive the length ning Sound, 
And waft it to the Ocean, Ocean's pleasd, 
And bears with ſwelling Pride the happy News 
Far off to diſtant Realms, the diſtant Realms 
" 8 Shudder 


16 4 PO E M. &, 
Shudder with Fear: Lo! Rome through all her 
States . 
Trembles and rocks at GEORGE's mighty 

N Al ne. 3 | 
By Your experienc d Conduct, wondrous 

Man! rh 5 
The hardy Britons ſhall extend their Conqueſis 
Far from theit native Soil, oer dank ad dry 
Shaping their weaty March with utmoſt Cou- 
Where never England's Armies were before. 
They journey toilſome, where the Iron Troops 
Of Churchill ne er arriv'd, nor GEORGE's Name 

Was 


her 


us 


oy 


1C 
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Was heard, their banner'd Legions they diſplay : 


The riſing Day ſhall gaze upon their Conqueſts, 
Who till purſue him in his prone Career, 
Victorious, beneath th Azores . Weſtern Iſles, 
Fir d with thy brave Exam ple; nor will ought 
Avail to ſtop their Courſe; the foodleſs Wilds, 
Deep-ſounding Streams, high Woods, and 
ridges bleak | 
Of Aery Mountains, all oppoſe in vain 


The firm Intentions of their dreadleſs Hearts. 


To Thee, and | Thee Alone, old Ocean's King 
Reſigns the Faſces, all the Waves combine 
To bear thy Fleet Victorious o'er the Main; 

D 10 


18 A P OE N. 
To fartheſt India, or the Spicy Coaſts 
of Arabit the Bleſt: Mean while the Sea 
Pours forth i its green inhabitants; around 


Thy tilting Navy, through the briny Deep 
In awkard Gambolings, they roll along 


Diſporting, till with one continu'd roar 
Athwart the Main, they own their Lord, well 
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pleas d. 
After a ls Range, the Fleer returns 


Wich India's Oar, and Arabie well-fraught : : 
Lo! up the Silver Thames it fails along, 
While — hails it from x the crowded Shore. 
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Long 
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AP OE M. &. 19 
Long has che brazen Throat of botrid War. 


Our neighbouring States annoy'd, irreſiſtible: 


Long has the Spauiſo Monarch Thunder'd hs 
On Britain's dauntleſs Troops, in Heart elate 


Fe urling Defiance to ard the Throne of England ; 
But when Your noble Preſence firſt appear d. 


Struck with the awful Sight, the haughty Prince 5 
Back on himſelf recoil d, diſmay d; at length * 
In ſullen Majeſty he ſtalk d away, 3 21 

And undecided left the fatal Plain. 

So when of Old the huge, gigantick Race, 


Farth- born Fraternity ! opponent thought 


Of ſtorming Heaven's Citadel, as ſoun 


As. Fove in Light'nings dreadfully array'd 


D 2 Was 


| | | 5 1 wc 2 r 4 
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Was ſeen approaching, and the folemn Voice 


Of Thunders ratiling o'er the vaſt expanſe 
Was heard at diſtance; the Beſiegers fled 


To cape the Vengeance of an angry God, 


Omnipotent; aliks their Crime, th' Event 
Was not alike ; they vanquiſt d fell 

Down to the Abyſs of Hell, woful Perdition ! 
Where tortur d ceaſleſs with exceſs of Pain, Pf 
They curſe the Fate that they themſelves impos d. 


Since You, Great Sir, have closd the Jaws 


ol War, M ate 


And leagu d the jarring Nations into Peace, 
Cemented by your Love and Friend ſhip proffer d, 
Who 


A OEM. &&. 21 
- Ibo long by baneful Diſcord and Diſſention 
12 ir d, have contended rich the utmoſt Rage, 
d Malice Inſolent, about the Right 5 
f Sway Hereditary, doubting which 
obey, till You the long-contended Cauſe - 
awful decided: Now with chearful Face | 
he Cottage-Swain, rous'd by the Clarion ſhrill 
Of early Chaunticleer, to's Labours hies 
oyous, nor dreads the dire Effects of War, 
[har crops the Promiſe of the Year untimely; 
Pladſome he plics his Task, till dewy Eve 


ate in the ruddy Sky comes fober-ſuited. 


* \ ” 
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22 4 PO EM &. 
Thus ſhall the Nations in Ecemal Peace 2 
I Combin'd, thy glorious Ade, O GEORGE * 


| 
| 
| 


) extal, zut 
And ev'ry Muſe engage herſelf in You, 8 7 Sho 
Theke noble Tack! ambitious iemblaze - III 
Thy mighty Name, and Martial Acts of old, 

In Deathleſs verſe, the only Argument | 


Heroic deem'd, and worthy to be ſung. 


. - Whilſt fierce Difſention and the baneful Seed 
of Diſcard, other Kingdoms ſhall be annoy ; 
May Happy Albion, ſeverd from the World, 

Enjoy her chearful Days in Peace and Plenty ; 

Nor evermore the Civil Broils foment, 


RKuinous 


\ 


APO EM &c. 23 

duinous to the Weal : May the Gods avert 

. uch fad Diſaſters from our native Land! 

Put be propitious to the beſt of Kings, 

| how ring their Influence on his facred Head, E 
: Till England ſpreads her Conqueſt o'er the 

„ Earth, - 

ind Captive Kings in Manacles ſhall own, 

hat GEORGE rides Monarch of the lower 
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